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Seize the day 


Author's Notes: 
Disclaimer: | do not own the charachters, nor the event reported below are true. Everything is fruit of my 


immagination. 


| wrote this story some months ago, and what you\'re going to read is the translation | did from Italian. 

if you want htHp://wwwefpfanficnet/viewstory php?sid=|062374 this is the original story, though of course 
I've changed some things | could not express properly in english. 

enjoy! 


Post-concert feast was getting into the heart. 


It was three in the morning, alcohol flowed like a river and the high volume music was stunning like a punch. 


Alexi felt his head heavy, and everything was spinning: he just wanted to laugh, to dance, to say and to do 
bullshit, and he thrashed like a maniac more or less in time with the music, waving like a ship in the storm. 
Time almost seemed to stop passing, when suddenly, staggering and stumbling Janne arrived in his arms: the 
whiskey contained in his glass finished for the most part on the blond s t- shirt. 


"Jaanneee, you ass -hic! Asshole! Look what a mess have you done!" spluttered Alexi while the keyboardist, 
ignoring his complains rubbed against him like he was a pole- dance pole, putting his hands in not- so- innocent 
places: to say it in easy words, the big hands of the keyboardist landed onto Alexi's ass with a noisy spat 
partially deadened by the fabric of clothes, and now they were getting busy on squeezing and palpating in an 
ambiguous way. 


"What... what ya' doing?" spluttered again Alexi, surprised but not so sorry. 


He was bi after all, wasn't he? And was even a lot of time he did not fuck. And he liked Janne, even if he had 
never found the courage to confess to him, convinced as he was that the keyboardist was straight like fuck. 
If it was the alcohol making him act like this, well, Alexi didn't give a fuck. 

In his head lighted on a huge flashing signboard which said "Seize the day’, so, still keeping the almost empty 
glass in his hand passed the arm around Janne's shoulders while the keyboardist still rubbed against him 
making the little of whiskey left in the glass spilling out on his own t- shirt. 

"Uh, woah," moaned Alexi when Janne with a wicked malicious smile started to move his hips against his own, 
as if he was fucking him: even through the trousers’ fabric Alexi could get aware that the brunette was damn 
horny, like him anyway. 

When Janne grinded again his own hips against Alexi's, voluptuously squeezing his ass, the guitarist threw his 
head back: immediately the brunette took advantage to trace a trail of wet kisses and light bites that started 
from the guitarist's clavicle and ended to his mouth. 

They kissed on the lips one, two times, then Alexi looked at him licking his lips in an explicit invitation : Janne 
immediately got it, and started to kiss him properly, savoring that sweet mouth that tasted of a mix of 
whiskey and cola, straight vodka and Red Lucky Strike. 
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Not far, Jaska and Henkka watched the act with great interest. 

"You did well to send Janne towards Alexi," commented the drummer taking a sip of beer. 

"| always have good ideas," replied happily the other, who was very, very tipsy: just a few more glasses, and 
he would have completely got drunk. "To lovers?" proposed raising the glass, and Jaska clinked his own on it. 
"To lovers.” replied leaning towards Henkka to kiss him lightly before drinking. 


Henkka smiled again, maliciously. 
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Meanwhile Janne has parted from Alexi, and a light of lust flamed in his eyes feeling his guitarist entangled on 
his body and turned on just like him. 

| want you.." groaned lustfully in Alexi's ear, biting lightly and suckling the lobe. 

Alexi let a moan escape from his mouth. "Take me then.." panted, before wriggling from Janne's grip and 
scarpering away. 

Before going out stayed some seconds at the door, addressing a clear sign of invitation to the keyboarder, who 
got it immediately: so started a staggering run through the backstage hallways, Alexi running away and Janne 
chasing him. 


Finally the keyboarder reached his pray while he was frantically trying to open the bus door, but because he 


was drunk, the handle would not open: far from making them getting sane, that run in the cool night air only 


turned them on more. 


Janne pressed Alexi against the door kissing him eagerly, one hand sneaking under the layers of clothing that 

covered the warm skin of the guitarist's tiny chest, and the other jerking the handle, succeeding somehow to 

unlock it. 

They stumbled on the steps, and they were able to reach the bunks without getting hurt badly: Janne pushed 
Alexi on his own bunk, getting immediately on the top and claiming again his red lips. 

T- shirt flied away for first, landing who knows where: greedy and curious hands started mutual exploration, 


while their lips met repeatedly and their tongues wrestled, never sated of the other's savor. 


Soon Janne started again to kiss his neck, biting sweetly and tracing with his tongue without starting nor end, 
lingering on his clavicle, going down towards nipples. 

He took carefully one with his teeth, and pulled gently: Alexi arched underneath him, moaning and imploring. 
"Janne..." he panted out of breath. 

"Ssh," Janne silenced him, continuing his descent and stopping to tease the belly button, leaving near it the 
purple mark of a love bite. 


"Nnngh," moaned Alexi, out of breath: his erection was becoming extremely troublesome. "The trousers... take 
them off already!" spluttered, taking him up to kiss him eagerly on the lips, swollen for the kisses. 

Janne immediately started to work on the belt, unfastening it in a few seconds: same destiny met the button 
and the fly, and Alexi sighed in relief. 

"Better?" asked Janne, feeling suddenly embarrassed. He reached out, caressing him lightly over his tight black 
pants. 


Alexi realized that Janne was embarrassed and he would have said something, but the keyboarder big hot hand 
oh his straightened cock, barely separated by the thin robe of his pants, was taking away every sense from 
him. He could barely groan some incoherent "Oh, Jesus Christ.. more!" arching in the touch and bucking his hips 
in the brunette's palm. 


Janne grabbed the waistband of his trousers and lowered them with pants, taking them off while Alexi was 
kicking his shoes away. Now also the blond felt embarrassed. "How... How | am? You like me?" asked uncertain, 
biting his lower lip. 

"You're awesome," replied Janne, bending to kiss him. "You're handsome, pikku..." 

"Strip," ordered Alexi after they parted. "| want you, now..” breathed, his voice hoarse with lust and desire: 
Janne did not lost time, and freed himself hastily from his clothes remaining naked. 

They winced when for the first time their hot bodies touched, hot skin against hot skin, while they kissed 
greedily. 


Suddenly Janne moved his attention to the guitarists hard cock, and Alexi started to whine and writhe while 
the other's lips and hands worked on his body, taking him quickly to the limit. 

Someone else's touch never seemed so pleasant. "S- stop," he managed to breath. He didn't want to cum, not 
like this. Not now. Janne started to kiss him again, making him taste his own savor. It was a bit strange for the 


blonde, but not unpleasant. 


Suddenly Janne parted from him, and Alexi watched him going to scrabble into his beauty case, taking out a 
little tube. 
"What's that?" 


"Lube. Makes all smoother. No resistance, far less pain," explained Janne. 
"So... you wanna... fuck me?" Alexi bit his thumb, nervous. He was not really comfortable with the idea of having 
something shoved in is ass, to be honest. 


“Only... only if you want. It would me my first time too," admitted Janne. "Do.. do you trust me?" 


Alexi took a deep breath. 

Yes, he did. With all his being. 

And to hell the consequences. 

"Yes," he said looking into Janne's eyes, and laying on the mattress again. "| trust you." 

Janne smiled. "| promise you'll like it. | swear." 

He kissed Alexi gently, leaving aside the previous ardor: he just wanted to be the gentlest he could. 

Alexi opened his legs while Janne took him in his hand, and gave him two firm strokes: then the keyboardist 
opened the little tube and squeezed a good amount of its content on his fingers, going to tease gently Alexi's 
crack, making him moan. 

Cautiously he inserted the index, wondering of how the blond was tight and hot. "You ok?" 

Alexi just nodded, with his eyes shut. 


The brunette waited to feel his lover relaxed, then started to move the finger to stretch him: after a few 
minutes he inserted a second finger, feeling that he was getting used to the sensation, and when he added the 
third finger Alexi was thrusting involuntarily with his hips towards Janne's finger to have more. Janne dared to 
push deeper curling his fingers, and was rewarded with a higher moan. 

"Uh, woah! What was that..2" he managed to pant, but his voice cracked in another moan when Janne touched 


that spot again. "Aaah!" 


lm stimulating your prostate. You like it?" 

"Oh, Jesus Christ.. fuck me, now, please!" begged Alexi, writhing to push Janne's fingers again on that spot. 
Janne did not wasted time. He coated his dick with lube, and he positioned himself. 

"Relax now," he murmured, and entered Alexi with one thrust, slow but strong. 

Alexi cried in pain, and Janne immediately stopped to let him get used to his intrusion and to get some control 
on himself, and then he started to move, first slowly, then harder and harder with increasing passion. 


Alexi was damn tight, tight and hot. 


The singer was thrashed underneath him, with his legs wrapped around Jane's waist, inviting him to go deeper 
and moaned, calling him and planting messy kisses on his neck. 

"Oh Janne!" cried arching, when Janne hit again his sweet spot. "Fuck Janne... l'm... I'm so close... I'm gonna." 
Janne too was close to the limit: he searched for Alexi's eyes, and their gazes entwisted for an eternal second. 


"Janne... aaah!" 


"Nanh, Allu!" 
Then both fell into the orgasm abyss, together, stunned by the pleasure. 


The keyboardist fell onto Alexi, exhausted and panting, and immediately felt the guitarists thin arms wrapping 
his shoulders and keeping him tight: Janne, to not squash him rolled on his side and kept him tight: 


They need a long moment to take breath in the air filled of the scent of sex and sweat of their tired bodies, 
but eventually the accelerate breath and heart pounding slowed down, giving the way to a pleasant daze. 

"l. | never thought you liked boys," commented Alexi clinging to the keyboardist, who cradled him gently in his 
arms. 

"|... | don't know. | mean, | like girls, but you.." gone the courage given by the alcohol, Janne was yielding to 
embarrassment. 

‘So... you're bisexual, like me. And I'm gonna tell you something else, is since the first time | saw you that | like 
you," replied Alexi, giving him a kiss on the cheek. 

"So... you're not.. repenting? | mean, to have had sex with me.." asked Janne, uncertain. 

"No way.” Alexi got more comfortable and rested his head on Janne's chest. "Would you like to see where all 
this can bring us?" he asked suddenly. 


Janne stayed silent for a moment. "You mean.. you wanna me be your boyfriend?" 

"You got right, Mr. Smartass. So?" 

The keyboardist stayed silent again for some seconds. "Why not?" he told in the end. "Between us could work 
perfectly, after all" He kept Alexi tight between his arms and covered them with the sheet. 


"l. | love you, Janne.” 


"Me too, Allu. Good night, sweetie." 
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"Ooh," whispered Henkka, watching his two bandmates asleep together, after that he and Jaska helped Roope to 
his bunk. “They're so fluffy, aren't they?" sighed, while Jaska embraced him from behind and gave him a kiss 
on the neck. 


"You know, you look like a fangirl when you talk like this." 


"| know, but what can | do? You know I'm softhearted.." replied the bassist tilting his head, giving to Jaska a 
better access to his neck. 

"This is why | love you.." murmured the drummer, biting him lightly. 

"A- ah, stop there Raatikainen. You'll wait for the hotel's privacy,” sniggered Henkka, turning to him and resting 
his index oh Jaska's lips. The drummer kissed it: "Allright. But then no excuses, | need you" agreed reluctantly. 
Henkka smiled and kissed him tenderly. "Me too, my love. Me too." 


